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• FRANKLIN" 

To Franklin Del ano Hoosevel t. I 11.! writ ing this t o ;;ou 
It ' s addres sed to a spot i n Heaven 
Up t here in t he endles s blue . 
You f ought when dark disas t er was wri t t &n on your brow. 
You planned a cour s• f or f r eedom, 
That pl an ;.e f ollow now . 
Alt hou•'h your s oul ha:. von· ... hed, into the ot her 'Nor l d 
~e see you r~r ht bes~oe us as e very <la~s unf url oa . 
You::- nao:e will linger al\'.ays on the: l i ps of r .. ht l.nt men, 
From you we ot our courar e , Ythen we t hou ht t v ... s the end . 
A gleaming l i pht in Heaven wi ll r;uiae us on~ r way, 
ile 1ll keep your 'i ·hting spirit till t he fin1 h of t he fray 
And when the deed is fini shetr, and v.e s et the r j sin s un 
'\"e will hear you say i n Heaven, "You fit;ht ing son of a gun" 
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